Tie moft Lament AbleTragtdie ' 

Balt. Heres one, a friend, and one that knowcs you well. 
Fri. Blifle be vpon you. Tell me good my friend 
What torch is yond that vainely lends his light 
To grubs and cyeleffe fculles, as I difcerne, 

It burneth in the Cupels monument, 

'Balt. It doth fo holy fir, and thcres my matter, one thatyotj 
lcue, 

Fri . Who is it? 

Balt , Romeo. 

Fri. How long hath he bin there? 

Balt. Full halte an houre. 

Fri. Goe with me to the Vault. 

Balt. I dare not Sir. 

My Matter knowes not but I am gone hence,. 

And fearefully did menace me with death. 

If I did flay to looke on his entents. 

Fri . Stay, then ile goe alone ,fcare comes vpon me, 

0 much I feare fomc ill vnluckic thing, 

Balt. As I did fleepe vnder this young tree here, 

1 dreatr.pt my mailer and another fought. 

And that my matter flew him. 

Fri. Romm. 

Alacke,alacke, what bloud is this which ttaines 
The ftony entrance of this Sepulchre? 

What meane thefe maftcrleffc and goarie fworda 
To lie difcolour’d by this place of peace? 

Romeo, oh pale: who elfc, what Paris too? 

And tteept in bloud? ah what an vnkind houre 
Is guilti e of this lamentable chance? 

If he Lady ftirs. 

luli. O comfortable Frier, where is my Lord? 

I doe remember well where I (hould be: 

And there I am, where is my Romeo ? 

Fri. I heare fomenoyfc Lady, come from that nett 
Of death, contagion, and vnna turall fleepe; 

A greater power then we can contradict 
Hath thwarted out intents, come, come away, 

Thy 


Exit. 


of Romeo mcRmet. 

• husband in thy bofome there lies dead: 
id Paris too, come ile difpofe of thee, 

Auong a Sifter-hood of holy Nunncs: 

Vuv no: to queftion,for the witch is comming. 

Comer goe g ood 1 darc no lon S er ftay * 

luli. Goe get thee hence.for I will not a way, 
txrhic; here? a cup clofti in my true ioues hand? 

Son I fee hathbeene his nmelcfl'e end: 

0 chutle, drinke all, and left no friendly drop. 

To helpe me after. I will kifle thy lips, 

Bapply fomc poy fon yet doth hang on them. 

To make me die with a reftoratiue. 

Thy lips are warmc. 

Enter Boy and tiUtcb. 

ppsteh. Leade boy, which way? 

Mi. Yea noife? then ile bebriefe. O happy dagger* 

This is thy (heath, there ruft and let ir.c die. 

Boy. This is the place, there where the torch doth burne. 
H'Meh. The ground is bloody, fearch about the Churchyard. 
Goe fome of you, who ere you find, attach, 

Pittifull fight, here lies the Countie fliine, 

And Juliet bleeding, warme, and newly dead: 

Who here hath lainc thefe two dayes buried, 

Goe tell the Prince, runne to the Capnhts . 

Raile vp the Montagues, fomc others fearch. 

We fee the ground whereon thefe woes doc lye, 

But the true ground of all thefe piteous woes. 

We cannot without circumftancc defery. 

Enter Romeos man. 

tPatch. Heres Romeos man , we found him in the Churchyard, 
Chiefs Watch. Hold him in fafety, till the Prince come hither. 

Enter Frier, and another Watchman. 

iJVatch. Here is a Frier that trembles, fighes , and wcepea. 
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